AT          THE         M    E    y     I     X         GATE

five rounds gunfire. The shells began to burst so close
that their smoke obscured the target. One seemed
to plump slap in the centre of the battery. Through
their binoculars the observers could see little figures
of men darting here and there in confusion. Then,
gun teams with limbers galloped round from the side
of the wood to withdraw the guns. Before this could
be achieved one gun team received a direct hit. The
ground became a welter of struggling horses and
men, out of which, eventually, one small human figure
alone detached itself and staggered away through the
smoke.

" Yes. Give me the eighteen-pounder all the time,"
chortled the O.P. in high glee, when the excitement
was all over.

" Give me any gun," groaned John, utterly fed up
by his enforced inactivity.

He endured it for another twenty minutes. Then
the arrival of the sergeant with the wire and a tele-
phonist, made him happy. Afterwards, there was no
cause to complain of the dearth of targets. All along
the canal the German pressure increased hourly. At
one or two places on the flanks they succeeded in
forcing a crossing. Their tanks carne into action, and
kept the triple O.P. busy. Likewise the concentrations
of their mechanised infantry, which were flung in
ever-increasing numbers into the long, grim struggle
for the town. Gradually, in face of overwhelming
odds, the screen of British infantry began to withdraw
to the Ypres side of the canal, where they clung to
their positions tenaciously, despite the heavy and
ceaseless machine-gun fire, and the shelling from
trench mortars.

Dusk was descending on the battle when John's
telephonist summoned him to the 'phone. It was the
Major.
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